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crayfish and roast-pig, baked taro, and a magnificent pineapple, the best I have ever tasted, so full of juice and flavour. There were plates, and knives and forks, and (wonder of wonders) even salt; this is very seldom seen at a native feast, but Mataafa had it handed round in a glass bottle, an excellent plan, as it soon gets damp in this climate. No one sat at table with us save the king, and we were most deftly and prettily waited on by his natural daughter, who keeps his house and appears to be his constant personal attendant. Altogether it was a curious mixture of much that is good in both native and white habits, and seemed particularly suited to Mata-afa's own refinement and dignity. But when the meal came to an end, the barbaric note was again suddenly emphasised; Popo's son emitted another amazing howl in honour of Tuiatna, and the king was evidently deeply gratified. Well, I dare say some of our own ways are quite as senseless!
Returning to our posts of observation, we found that the list of presents was now being read aloud. I cannot attempt to give you an idea of the amount, but I remember there were some 6000 roots of taro, 390 roast-pigs, over 200 live chickens, i live calf, i turtle for the king (please note), and a great many pieces of tapa, one of them a hundred yards long. It was curious to see it carried in at full length by over fifty men. No sooner was the reading finished